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" We have no other plan.
We are ruined if we do naught. Good luck to Smudge, the crooked man,
For the frolic he has taught. The Emperor needs must smile
At the pitiful wit of the jest, And smiling, he will relent
And recall his stern behest."
The morrow at high noontide
The casement in the gate Was opened wide to show the face
Of Alamgir the Great, A lean and ag6d man,
With lips as bitter as gall, And eyes of a hungry wolf,
Looked out from the palace wall.
At once shrill sounds of woe
Arose upon the air, And a bier went slowly by
In the moted, noontide glare. A hunchback man and a fat
The foot they bravely bore, While the head was stayed by a comely maid
And a dame of three good score.
Two other maids in front Beat breasts and tore their hair,
And the six a lamentation great Evoked of wild despair.